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Put him in a tub and roll him over
Put him in a tub and roll him over
Put him in a tub and roll him over
Early in the morning.

we couldn't understand it at all, and just put it
down to the well-recognised soppiness of grown-ups.
It was the sort of mystery that most parents specialize
in. They make child life difficult, but afford some
satisfaction to parents.

Another thing that made life just a tiny bit awkward
for the elder children was the attitude of the other
passengers. We noticed it but father didn't. They
were bored, angry, amused or they affected in-
difference. Occasionally, but very rarely, we were
warmed by the smile of one or two who seemed to
understand and appreciate the spirit of the gathering.

But often there were sour looks and unsympathetic
remarks that gave us nasty feelings inside. We were
all over-inclined to self-consciousness. In these moods
father was like a lump of radium, throwing off energy,
vitality and enthusiasm in all directions. Gloom,
despondency and sadness were kept at a distance.

His attitude towards engine-drivers, tram and
bus-conductors, waiters, dustmen, policemen, post-
men, and other workmen is always the same. He
believes in their kind of wrork.

He is more conscious of their work than of the
work of doctors, financiers, company directors, states-
men and others. These last are clever but they so
often go wrong without detection. The doctor can